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To 
His Ro YAL Hicnntss 


WI IL L I A M, 
Dux of GL O CES TER. 


May it pleaſe your Royal Highneſs, 


HEN I to ſolicit the honour of la 
ing the nt trifle at your Royal Hig 
neſs's frees ke was net without © thevengh conſciouſneſs 
of the little value of the offering I was going to make; 
but I conſidered, mean as it was, it would ſerve as a 
teſtimony of my devotion; and to a Prince happy in a 


love of the arts, nothing could be unacceptable, which 
bore the remoteſt analogy to them. 


How far the Comic Opera, under proper 
Map een bo d op nee 
_—_ OO 0 
of public encouragement, I ſhall not pretend to deier- 
mine; but if it can be rendered an agreeab'e amuſe- 
ment, the Engliſh Theatre has never ſcrupled to a- 
dopt, what was capable of pleafing there ; and though 
as a work of genius, it is by no means to be ſet in com- 
petition with good Tragedies and Comedies, it may, [ 
apprehend, be permitted as an occaſional relief to them 
— underſtanding into 


I need not inform Royal Highneſs, that in 
France, where the ſtage has been cultivated with more 
care, and ſucceſs, than in any other country; this 
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The AUTHOR 


| 


THE 


PR E F AC E. 


NN language in Europe, in which 
there is not a play taken INL 
Pamela ; in Italian and French, particularly, ſeveral 


writers of the firlt eminence, have choſen it for the 


the — of Par 
and behaviour in 


he had to prevail with ER to cs not- 
withſtanding his paſſion for her—the miller is a cloſe 
copy of Goodman Andrews—Ralph is „from 


without ſuch a mixture, neceſſarily 
and buffoon. He knows en and 
his way; whether he has had ar 


enou 
fumbling vpon them, the candid Public is is left 
termine. 
A3 Dramatis 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Lord Aiaworth, 


Sir Harry Sycamore, 


FRED 


Patty, 
Fanny. 


Mr. Mattocks. 
Mr. Shuter. 
Mr. Baker. 
Mr. Gibſon. 
Mr. Beard. 
Mr. Dibdin. 


Mrs. Pitt. 
Miſe Hallam. 
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SCENE the COUNTRY. 


THE 


MAID of the MI LL. 


ACTI. SCENE I 


A rural proſpef, with a mill at work. Several people 
empleyed about it on one fide @ bouſe, Parry read- 
ing in the window; on the other a barn, where 
Fanny fits @ net; GiLes appears at @ di- 
fance in the mill; FarixriftLD and Raten, taking 
ſacks from a cart. 


CHORUS 


Fu 
Chearful working thro' the day, 


Nought perplex him, 
While there's griſ to make him gay. 


DU EEx. 


Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 
By indulgent ſent. 
What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content. 


Fairf. Well done, well done, 'tis a fure 

on merrily when folks fing at it. Stop the mill 

e ; and doſt hear, fon Ralph! hoiſt yon ſacks of 

flour upon this cart, lad, and drive it up to lord Aim- 
A 4 worth's ; 
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Rat. Ay, Feyther, whether or not; there's no fear 
but you'll find enow for a 


Fair f. Sirrah, don't ſpeak 
fifter ; thou wilt ne er have the tyth of deſe 
Ral Why I'll read and write with ber for w 
dates; and as for playing on the hapficols, I 
rich good mother might have learn'd her ſomething 
more propeter, ſeeing ſhe did not remember to leave 
her a legacy at laſt. 
Fair. That's none of thy buſiceſs, Sirrah. 
Ral. A farmer's wife painting piQures, and playing 
on the hapficols ; why, III 2 now, for all as 


old as ſhe is, if ſhe knows any more about milking a 


cow, than I do of ſewing a petticoat. 

Fairf. Ralph, thou haſt been drinking this morning. 

Ral. Well, if fo be as I have, its nothing out of your 
pocket, nor mines niether. 

Fairf. Who has been giving thee liquor, firrah ? 

Ral. Why it was wind—a gentleman guv'd me. 

Fair. A gentleman ! 

Ral. Yes, a gentleman that's come piping hot from 
London: he is below at the Cat and Bagpipes; I cod he 
rides a choice bit of a nag ; I dares to fay the'd fetch as 
good as forty pound at ever a fair in all England. 

Fairf. A fgg's end for what ſhe'd fetch; mind thy 
or by the lord Harry 
Rat. Why I won't do another hands turn to-day now, 
ſo that's flat. I Fairf. 


10 


15 
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Thou wilt not——- 
beck 


ge 't know but what he's a 
„0 | 


AIX. 


that's all you want, who the plague will be ſorry, 
were better by balf to dig in 4 quarry; 
717 1 1 22 x, * 
Ten re never content, but 5s are a teiling, 


You think I'm afraid, but the diff rence to ſhew you, 
, s A acks throw 
Firff, yonder's your ſbovel, your ſacks too | you 3 


d. take care of your matters who will : 
They re welcome to your ewages that need "em, © 
Tal hol derot ol, 1 purchas'd my | 


And never bereafter hall work at the mill. 
SCENE IL 


FarnrinLD and Parry. 


AIX. 


Patty. In love to pine and ſb, 
Yet known your vain; 
To harbour Than 1 anguiſh , 
Tes fear 3 
5 


: 
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Fairf. Well, Patty, Maſter Goodman my lord's ſte w- 
ard has been with ien ern 
to have great doings, his ip has ght down 
Harry Sycamore, and his family; and there is more 

y expected in a few days. 


compan | 
Patty. I know fir Harry well, he is by marriage 
» Ge clin of ae at ba 


Fairf Pray whac fort of a young body is the daughter 
there? I think ſhe us'd to be with you at the caſtle, 
three or four ſummers ago, when my young lord was 
out upon his travels. 

Patty. Oh very often, ſhe was a great favourite of 
my lady's; pray, father, is ſhe come down? | 

Fairf. Why you know the report laſt night, about 
my lord's going to be married ; by what I can learn ſhe 
is, and there is like to be a nearer relationſhip between 
the families, ere long. It ſeems, his was not 
over willing for the match, but the friends on both fides 
in London preſſed it ſo hard: then there's a fwingeing 
fortune, maſter Goodman tells me, a matter of twenty 


„if I could but fee 

„  qrtms bleſs thee, pluck up thy 

rn in the death of 

y lady, a heavy loſs; ſhe was a parent to thee, nay 
and better, inaſmuch as ſhe wr * 


= Ah! dear father, don ion, what perhaps, 
atty. , don't mention, w 
— misfortune. 
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ing to ſay to thee which I would have thee 
conſider feri I believe I need not tell thee, 
child, that a young maiden, after ſhe is marriagea 
eſpecially if ſhe has any thing about her to draw peo- 
ple's notice, is liable to ill tongues, and many croſs 
accidents ; ſo that the ſooner ſhe is out of harm's way 
the better. 

Patty. Undoubtedly, father, there are people enough 
who watch every opportunity to gratify their own 
malice; but when a young woman's conduct is un- 

J. Why, Patty, there be ſomething in hat 

Fairf. Why, L | ing in hat; 
e 8 ſpots where malice 
— web I ay, then, 1 woman's beſt ſaſe- 

rd is a uſband. Now there is our neighbour, 
Fewer Giles he i » faber, honed, indefloione young 
fellow, and one of the wealthieſt in theſe parts ; he is 

tly taken with thee; and it is not the firſt time 1 
cc 
in-law. 

Patty. And I have told you as often, father, I would 
ſubmit myſelf entirely to your direction; whatever you 


er . 
Fairf. Why that's ſpoken like a dutiful, ſenſible 
rr 
haps our neighbour Giles is not a gentleman ; but 
— greateſt part of our country gentlemen 
Patty. Very true, father. The ſentiments, indeed, 
r with the condi- 
tion ; it is according to alone we ought to 
regulate our eſteem. 0 


A I R. 


What are outward forms, and ſhews, 
To an honeſt heart compar d ? 

Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 
Has the nobler portion ſbar d. 
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SCENE IL 


FarnxerttLD Giles. 


Giles. Well, maſter Fairfield, you and Miſs Pat have 
had a long diſcourſe together ; did you tell her that I 


was come Cown ? 


* 


1 


Giles. Thanks to your kind opinion, maſter 
if ſuch be my bap I hope there will be no cauſe 
thee my 


nt. 
Fairf. And I — 
thee a choice wife.— But there is one thi 
ſideted.— Thou know'ft, friend Giles, 
belongs to me, have great obligations 
worth's family; Patty, in particular, would 
the moit ungrateful wretches this day breathing, i 
was to do the ſmalleſt thing con to their conſent 


8 
2 
- 


1K 
aft | 


: | 
: 


> 
F 


25 
2 


— tell what ſhe owes 
— | 
Gil:s. Nay, nay, tis well known to all the 


cou try, ſhe was the old lady's darling. 

Fairf. Well, maſter Giles, Fil affure thee ſhe is not 
one whit leſs obliged to my lord himſelf. —W hen his 
mother was taken off ſo ſuddenly, and his affairs called 
him up to London, if Patty would have remained at 
the „% 


A COMIC OPERA 


Giles. Why, for that matter, folks did not ſpare 
fay, that my lord had a kind of ſneaking kindneſs for 
her himſelf: and I remember, at one time, it was rife 

to 


me. . 
Fairf. Well, well, never mind ; thou'lt come and 
eat a morſel of dinner with us? 
Giles. Nay, but juſt to have a bit of joke with her 
at preſent. —Miſs Pat I fay—wor't 


diſcover, 
word to Giles. 


Ab you little cunning vixen 
I can ſee your reguiſh ſmiles. 


14 
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Addflids ! my E, 
727 70 're ſped, I 7745. reſt ; 
Only ſay the thi 1 

= > 
7 - 


FP... , ſhe's mine ; 


Thus we ſeal, and thus we fign. 
SCENE IV. 


FarxrieLD, Parr. 


f. Get away and finiſh the buſineſs thou art go- 


; I warrant we ſhan't difagree.—So, this now 


juſt as I would _ > child, why woud'ft 


open the door for our neighbour Giles ? 


| Patty. Really, Father, I did not know what was the 


Patty. Oh you have diſtreſs'd me beyond imagina- 


child, I would not have 12 


s it raſh, Patty ? I don't un- 


t why wou'd you not give me notice, ſpeak to 


Fairf. Why han't I ſpoken to thee an hundred times ? 
no, —A tis thou that would'ſt diſtreſs me, and thov'lt 


break my 
; va 
F Fairf. All I deſire is to ſee thee well ſettled ; and 


heart. 
Dear father ! 


now that I am likely to do fo, thou art not contented ; 
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I am ſure the farmer is as ſightly a clever lad as any in 
the country ; and is not he as good as we ? 


Patty. I don't fay to the contrary, father, I know I 
have no higher pretenſions, and you have a right to 
diſpoſe of me as you think proper. 

Fairf. Well then, what harm was there in ſending 
3 ſeeing one or other of us muſt have 
g Tis very true, father ; I am to blame, pray 
38 

airf. Forgive thee, lord help thee, my child, I am 


not angry with thee ; but quiet thyſelf, Patty, and 
thou'lt fee all this will turn out for the beſt. 


EDO 74 


Tj 


de 
— 
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buy ſhould 


5 


thing 


SCENE VL 


Changes to a ſaloon in Lord AruworTn's houſe. 


Sic Hanxy Sycamore, TrtoDosaA. 
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Thee. 


Really, have a very opinion 
of my deli ; Thad no fuck tu in wy 
Sir Har. Well come, my poor Doſſy, I ſee you are 


chagrin'd but you know it is not my fault 


— . 
Sir Har. Ay, but hold, Doſſy, your mama convinced 
ſo proper a ſon-in-law for us as lord 


your 
mama loves me; if my finger does but ach, ſhe's like 
= ICS BUD s (EW 2 00 > 6, 7 EET 
would outlive the burying of me: nay 


With the man that I love, m I Alia d to dwell, 
On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell ; 
Retreats the barren, moſt deſert would be, 
More pleafing courts or a palace to me. 
Let the yain and the wenal, in wedlock af; 
To what folly efleems, and the vulgar ; 
1 yield them the bliſs, ⁊ubere their wiſhes are 
creatures ! tis all they can taſte. 


SCENE 


plac 
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SCENE VIL 
Sin Hanxzxy, Tuzoposrta, Lapy Sycamore. 


Wai. a — roifouy may: 
Fan 


=> 


— 


are a 
title, all 


11 

: 

11 
47 2 

Tf T y 

$3 $31 058 

334: 3 5 


12 
Fit 


of 


15 1 


115 
RET, 


Hal 


Tt 


oo 


TH 


A COMIC OPERA. 19 


my lord 
cheſs in par 
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A1R, 
bew now, Mi, 8 
Wn 
Wendy nat we fe? 4 
9 2 


To lay « found doſe 7 
Contradid your Mamma, 
Ive @ mind by the la! 


8 I won't put myſelf in a paſſpon. 
SCENE VIL 


Sin Hanay, Lapy Sycauors, Lob AinworTtn, 


ſhe an ac- 


daughter, my lord ? 


11 
2 | ** 
4 35 I 
" > 2: 1 
8 j HH 
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Odds my 1 one, 
you in ber flation ; 
Tl be bound to fly the nation : 
And be ſure as well I love ber. 


Do but feel my beart a beating 
Still ber pretty name repeating, 
Here the work tis always at, 
Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 
When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
21 1 
Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, | 
*Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. 
SCENE IX 


Lond Alnwonrn, Six Haxzy, Lapy SyYcauors. 


- —— — —— — 


——ů — — 
— —— — 


ir 
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L. Aim. I proteſt, my dear friend, I don't underſtand 


. 


l 


To what the cenſure 
of the 

what ? Vain pride 
and unj the graces that edu- 
cation can give by a genius ſeldom 
found among ſhe not modeſty, ſweet- 
neſs of temper, perſon, capable of a- 
dorning a rank the But it is too late to 


2 THE MAID OF THE MILL. 
think of theſe things now ; my hand is promiſed, my 


z and if it was not fo, ſhe has 
farmer is a perſon to her mind, and I have 


Honour 
herſelf; 


authoriſed their union by wy approbation. 
AIR. 


But ſbort the calms of eaſe and ſenſe, 
And ah, uncertain too ; 
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 _ Then your honour will not extend your cha- 
rity 


AIX. 


I am young, and I am "- vs 
And poser alas! withal ; 

Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for belp I call. 

Have ſome pity in your nature, 

Te relieve a wretched creature, 


Though the gift be ne er ſo ſma!l. 


May you poſſeſſing, every bl: ing, 
$141 inherit, Sie, all yu — S:. 
And never know what it is to wan! 


Sweet Heaven, your worſhip all bu, grant. 
SCENE xn. 
RALru, Mavi. 


Ral. Now Tl go and take that money from her, and 
J have a mind to lick her, ſo I have. 

Mer. Pho, prithee ſtay where you are. | 

Ral. Nay, but I hate to ſee a toad ſo deviliſh greedy. 

Mer. Well come, ſhe has not got a great deal, and I 
have thought how ſhe may do me a favour in her turn. 

Ral. Ay, but you may put that out of your head, for 
can tell ſhe won't. 

Mer. How fo? 

Ral. How ſo! why ſhe's as cunning as the devil. 

Mer. Oh ſhe is—1 fancy I underitand you. Well, 


in that friend Ral Y ; „1 
-— Da ph——Your name's Ralph 


Ral. Yes, Sir, at your ſervice, for want of a better. 
Mer. 1 fay then, fiend Ralph, in that cafe, we will 
remit the favour you think of, till the lady is in a more 
complying humour, and try if the cannot ferve me at 
preſent in ſome other capacity—there are a good many 
8 2 
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Kal. Softly—I have a whole gang of them here in 
our barn ; I have kept them about the place theſe three 
months, and all on account of ſhe. 

Mer. Really ! 

Ral. Yes—but for your life don't ſay a word of it to 
any Chriſtian—1 am in love with her. 

Mer. Indeed ! 

Ral. Feyther is as mad with me about it, as Old 
Scratch ; and I gets the plague and all of anger ; but 
I] don't mind that. 

Mer. Well, friend Ralph, if you are in love, no 
doubt you have ſome influence over your miſtreſs ; don't 
you think _ prevail upon her, and her 
companion. to ſupply me with one of their habits, 
and let 2 £2 up with them to-day to my lord Aim- 
worth's 


go a mumming ? we never 
do that but in the Chriſtmas holidays. 

Mer. No matter: manage this for me, and manage 
it with ſecrecy : and I promiſe you ſhall not go unte- 


Ral. Oh! as for that, fir, I don't look for any thing ; 
eee: but I don't 
know whether you'll prevail on them to go up to my 
lord's, becauſe they're afraid of a big dog that's in the 
* Il tell you what | can do, I can go up 
= the dog faſtened, for 1 know his 

Mer. That will do very well—by means of this diſ- 

iſe I ſhall probably get a fight of her; and I leave 
84 to love and fortune. 


AIX. 


Why quits the merchant bleſt with eaſe, 
The pleaſures of bis native ſeat ; 

To tempt the dangers of the ſeas, 

And climes more perilous than theſe ; 


Midft freezing cold, or ſturching beat? 


LE EE 50-1 A 3 
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He knows the hardſhips, knows the pain, 
The length of way, but thinks it ſmall ; 

The ſweets of what he hopes to gain, 
Undaunted, make him combat all. 


SCENE XIIL 


Parry. Raten, GiLes, Faxnxy. 


Giles. So, his lordſhip was as willing as the flower? 
in May——and as 1 was coming along who ſhou: . 
meet but your father—and he bid me run in all haſte 
- - you—for we were ſure you wou'd be dead 
6 Patty. | know not what buſineſs you had to go to 
my lord's at all, farmer. 

Giles. Nay, I only did as I was defired————Matter 
Fairfield bid me tell you moreover, as how he would 


have you go up to my lord out of hand, and thank 
him. 


Ral. So ſhe ought, and take off thoſe cloaths, and 

put on what's more becoming her ſtation ; you know 

my father ſpoke to you of that this morning too. 
Patty. Brother, I ſhall obey wy father. 


Lye ftill, my heart, oh ! fatal firoke 
That kills at once my and me. 
Giles. Miſs Pat? 


Patty. what ? 
Giles. 


Nay 1 only ſpoke, 
Take courage, mon, ſbe does but joke. 
Come, Suffer, 2 kinder be ? 
. This is a thing the moſt oddeft. 
Some folks are ſo plaguily mode] ; 
Were we in the caſe, 
Ral. Fan. 17 be in their place, 
We'd carry it off with a different face. 
Giles. Thus I take her by the lily hand, 
So ſoft and white, 
— why nxw that's right : 
And kiſs ber a, a never 
S 
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What wards can explain 
: My pleaſure—my pain ? 
Pat. Giles. „ It preſſes, it riſes, 
My heart it ſurpriget, 
JI can't keep it down thi I'd never [7 fain, 


Fan. Fo here the play end;, 
The lovers are friends. 

Ral. Huſp ! 

Fan —Tulb! 


Giles, = Nah ! 
9 — Pſha Li ( 
What torment” s exceeding, what joys are above, 
The pains and the pleaſures that wait upon [ove ! 


Ero or Taz FitsT ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT Rk SCERMS L 


4 marble p:rtico, ernamented with flatues, which 


opens from Lord AtuworTn's bye, two chairs 
near the front. 


Enter Lord AtuworTH reading. 


N how contemptible a light would the ſituation I 

am now in, "Kew me 19 mol of the fine men of 

preſent in love with a country girl, rivalled 

838 one of my meaneſt tenants, and un- 

ve, ea at it If 1 had # mind to ber, I know d, 0 

ve ! 1 1 * 
ea ago, w in my power. Bit 

* 2 of my own heart in my ta dur; 

and I think was is th. OH IR TI act as | have 

done. Let's ſee, what have we here? perhaps a book 

may compoſe my thoughts; [reads, and throws the book 

away.] it's to no purpoſe, I can't read, I can't think, 

1 can't do any thing. 


AIX. 


Ah! how wainly mortals treaſure, 
Hopes of happineſs and pleaſure, 
Hard and doubtful to obtain; 
By what flandards falſe we meaſure : 
Still purſ. wing, 


Ways to ruin, 


Seeking bliſs, and finding pain. 
SCENE IL 


ain, 


Lord AtruworThH, Parr. 


Patty. Now comes the trie; no, my ſentence is al- 
T ready pronounc'd, and Iwill meet uy fate with prudence 
and re ſolution. 


B 3 L. Aim. 


** 
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J. Aim. Who's there? 
Patty. My lord! 
L. Aim. Patty Fairfield! 


Patty. | humbly beg — my lord, for preſſing ſo 
abruptly into your preſence; but I was told I m Tu 


walk this way; and I am come by my father's com- 
mands, to thank your lordſhip for all your favours. 
L. Aim. Favours, Patty! what favours? I have done 
you none; but why this metamorphoſis? I proteſt if 
you had not ſpoke, I ſhould not have known you; I 
_ faw you wear ſuch cloaths as theſe in my mother's 
ite time. 
Patty. No, my lord, it was her ladyſhip's pleaſure I | 
ſhould wear better, and therefore I obey d; but it is 
no * duty to drefs in a manner more ſuitable to my 
aha and future proſpects in life. 
/ {m. IT am atiaid, Patty, you are too humble— 
dong ht down—nay, I will have it fo———what is it I 
hav Leen told to day, Patty? it ſeems you are going to 
be 4a. Triad. 
Patty. Yes, my lord. 
L. Aim. Well, and don't you think could have 
made a better choice than farmer Giles? I ſhould ima- 
gine your perſon, your accowpliſhments, might have 
imtitled you to look higher. | 
Patty. Your lordſhip is pleaſed to over-rate my little 
merit ; the education I receiv'd in your family, does 
not intitle me to forget my origin; and the farmer is 


my equal. 
of rank and 


— In what reſpect? the 
fortune, my dear Patty, are arbitrary diſtinctions, un- 
worthy the regard of thoſe who conſider juſtly; the 
true ſtardatd of equality is ſeated in the mind; thoſe 
who think nobly are noble. 

Patty. The farmer, my lord, is a honeſt man. 

IL. Aim. So he may; I don't ſuppoſe he would break 
into a houſe, or commit a robbery on the highway; 
what di you tell me of his honeſty for? 

Patty. I did not mean to offend your lordihip. 

L. Aim. Offend ! I am not offended, Patty, not at all 


offended—but is there any great merit in a man's being 
honett ? Patty. 


o 
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Patty. I don't ſay there is, my lord. 

L. Aim. The farmer is an ill bred illiterate booby, 
and what happineſs can propoſe to yourſelf in ſuch 
a ſociety ? as to his perſon, I am fure———But 
perhaps, Patty, you like him, and if fo I am doing a 


wy * FM 
i An. ls, | ie you tn, be bes had he cred 


fortune to pleaſe you, and in that caſe you are certainly 
in the right to follow your inclinations ——1 muſt tell 

you one thing, Patty, however I hope you won't 
thiak it unfriendly of me—But I am determined farmer 


Giles ſhall not ſtay a moment on my eſta tert next 


quarter day. 
2 4 hope, my lord, he has not incurred your 


Aim. That's of no fignification—Couic. find as 
many good qualities in him as you do, perhaps—but 
tis enough, he's a fellow I don't like ; and as you have 
a regard for him, I would have you adviſe him to pro- 
vide himſelf. 


Patty. So I hear, my lord; 
2 Thank you, Patty, I hope we ſhall be ha 

Patty. Upon my knees, upon my knees I —1 7 
may every earthly bliſs attend you; may your days prove 
an uninterrupted courſe of delightful tranquillity : and 
your mutual friendſhip, confidence and love, end but 
with your lives. 

L. Aim. Riſe, Patty, riſe; ſay no more ſuppoſe 
you'll wait upon Miſs Sycamore before you go away— 
at preſent I have a little buſineſs—as I faid, Patty, 
don't afflict yourſelf, I have been ſomewhat haſty with 
regard to the farmer, but ſince I fee how y you 
are intereſted in his affairs, I may, poſſibly, alter my 
deſigns with regard to him—You know—you know, 
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Patty, your marriage with him is no concern of mine 
-I only ſpeax— 
AIX. 
My paſſion in vain I attempt to diſſemble, 
Th enveaviuy to hide it, but makes it appear; 
Euratur d I gage, when I touch her I tremble, 
End jpeak to and bear ber, with falt ring and fear. 
By how many cruel ideas tormented ? 
My blo:d's in a ferment, it freezes, it burns ; 
This moment I wiſh, what the next is repented, 
While love, rage and jealouſy rack me by turns ! 


SCENE III. 


Parry, Girtes. 

Giles. xliſs Pat Odd rabbit it, I thought his honour 
was here; and I wiſh I may die if my heart did not 
jump into my mouth, come, come down in all haſte, 
1 rig below, as you never knew in your born 

78. 

Patty. Rig? 

Giles. Ay and fun there's as good as of the 
tenants, men, and maidens, have got 1 4 the lawn 
before the caſtle, with pipers and garlands; juſt for all 
the world as tho'f it was May-day ; and the quality's 

ing at them out of the windows Lis as true as 
any thing; on account of my lord's coming home with 
his new here, I have brought a ſtring of 
their flowers along with me. 

Patty. Well, and what then? 

Giles. Why, I was thinking, if fo be as 
come down, as we might take a dance ther ; little 
Sal, farmer Harrow's daughter of the Green, would 
fain have had me for a partner, but I faid as how I'd 
1 one that I'd make a partner f 
ife b 

Patty. Did you ſay ſo? 

Giles. Yes, and was ſtruck all of a 17 
had not a word to throw to a dog for Sal and I kept 
company once for a little bit. 


you would 


Patty. 
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Patty. Farmer, I am going to ſay ſomething to 
and I defire vou will litten to it attentively—it 
you think of our being married together. 

Giles. Think, why 1 think of nothing elſe ; it's all 
over the place mun, as how you are to be my A 
and you would not believe what game folks of 


me. 

Patty. Shall I talk to you like a friend, farmer 
you and I were never deſign'd for one another; and I 
am morally certain we ſhould not be happy. 

G:les. as for that matter, I never has no words 
with no body. 

——— Shall I ſpeak plainer to you --I don't 


you. 

Giles. No! | | 

Patty. On the contrary, you are diſagteeable to 
me— | 

Giles. Am I? 

Patty. Yes, of all things, I deal with you fincerely. 

Giles. Why, I thought, Miſs Pat, the affair between 
you and I was all fix d and ſettled. 

Patty. Well, let this undeceive aſſured we 
ſhall never be man and wife. No offer ſhall 
no command force me—you know my mind, make 


your advantage of it. 
A I R. 


Was I ſure a life to lead, 
Wretched as the wileft flave, 
Every hardſbip wou'd I brave : 
Rudeſt tail, ſevereſt need ; 

Ere yield my coolly, 

To the man who never truly, 
Could my heart in keeping bave. 


Wealth with ather ſucceſs will inſure you, 


Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe, 
Take to them your love, I conjure you, 


And in mercy ſet me at eaſe. 
3 5 SCENE 
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SCENE x. 


GiLEs. 


Here's a turn. I don't know what to make of it, 
ſhe's gone mad, that's for fartin ; wit and learning 
have crackt her brain—poor ſoul, poor ſoul—It is often 
the caſe of thoſe that have too much of them. —Lord, 
Lord, how forry I be—but hold, the ſays I baint to 
her mind mayn't all this be the effect of modiih 
coyneſs, to do like the gentlewomen, becauſe ſhe was 
bred among them? and | have heard ſay, they will be 
u their vixen tricks, *till they go into the very 
church with a man ; Icod, there's nothing more likelier, 
for 'tis the cry of one and all, that ſhe's the moral of a 
lady in every thing: and our farmers daughters, for 
the matter of that, tho'f they have nothing to boaſt 
of, but a ſcrap of red ribbon about their hats, will 
have as many turnings and windings as a hare, before 
one can lay a faſt hold of them. There can no harm 
come, of ipeaking with maſter Fairfield, howſoever : 
odd rabbit it, how plaguy tart ſhe was—T am half vext 
with myiclf now that | let her go off ſo. 


AIR. 


When a maid in way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a nan, 
Let un de the hit he can, 

She's fo ſhame-fac'd in ber carriage, 
"Tis with gain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f maybap ſhe likes bim mainly, 
Still ſbe ſhams it coy and cold ; 
Fearing lo confeſs it plainly, 
Left the folks ſhould think her bold. 
But the parſon comes in fight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo; 
'Ti; a different flory quite, 
And ſbe quickly buckles tos. 


SCENE 
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SCENE.Y. 

Changes to a view of Lird ArmworTHh 5 houſe, and 
improvements ; a feat under a tree ; and part of the 
garden wall, wh a Chineſe pavilion over it; ſe- 
veral country people appear dancing ; others locking 
en; among whym is Mervigx, diſguiſed; Raten, 
Faxxy, and @ number of gypfies. After the dancers 
g off, Turobos ta, ant Parr, enter through 4 
uu Suppaſed to have a cinnection with the principal 
Theo. Well, then, my dear Patty, will run away 

from us ; AI Mr ee 

things to ſay to you. 

Patty. I ſhall do myſelf the honour to pay * duty 
to you ſome other time, Madam ? at preſent J really 
find myſelf a little indiſpoſed. 

Theo. Nay, I would by no means lay you under a 
reſtraint. But methinks the entertainment we have j 
been taking part of, ſhould have put you into berter 
ſpirits: J am not in an over-merry mood myſelf, yet 
I ſwear I could not look on the diverſion of thoſe 
honeſt folks, without feeling a certain gayeté de 
cœur. | 

Pat. Why, indeed, Madam, it had one circumſtance 
attending it, which is often wanting to more polite a- 
muſements, that of ſeeming to give undifſembled ſatiſ- 
faction to thoſe who were engaged in it. 

Pat. Oh, infinite, infinite! to ſee the chearful 
healthy looking creatures, toil with ſuch a good will, 
to me there were more genuine charms, in their 
awkward ſtumping and jumping about; their rude 
meaſures, and homeſpun finery ; than in all the dreſs, 
ſplendor, and ſtudied graces, of a birth-night ball- 
room. i 

Pat. Tis a very uncommon declaration to be made 
by a fine lady, Madam ; but, certainly, however the 
artful delicacies of high life may dazzle ard ſurpriſe, 
nature has particular attractions, even in a cottage, 
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her moſt unadorned ftate ; which ſeldom fail to affect 


us, tho' we can icarce give a reaſon for it. 

Theo. Bit you know, Patty, | was always a diſtract- 
ed admirer of the country; no damſel in romance was 
ever fonder of groves and purling ſtreams : had I been 
born in the days of Arcadia, with my preſent propen- 
fity, inſtead of being a fine lady, as you call me, I 
ſhould certainly have kept a flock of ſheep. 

Patty. Well, Madam, you have the fages, poets, and 
philoſophers, of all ages, to countenance your way of 
thinking. 

Thee. And you, my little philoſophical friend ; don't 


think me in the right too ? 
* Ves indeed, © nay perfectly. 
K 1. * 
Truſt me, would you tafle true pleaſure, 


Without mixture, without meaſure, 
Ne where ſball you find the treaſure, 


Sure as in the ſylwvan ſcene : 


Bl:/i, who, no fulſe glare requiring, 
Nature's rural ſweets admiring, 
Can, ſi on greſſer joys retiring, 

Seed the fimple and ſerene. 


SCENE VI. 


FaropD051a, MEkvix, Fanxy. 

Theo. How unjuſt is fortune in the diſtribution of 
her git: ! This girl certainly merits to ſhine in a higher 
ſphere ; aud ho many that pats for fine ladies might 
fall the place ihe now occupies without the leaſt vio- 
lence to their charaQters ! 

Mer. {onder ſhe is feated, and, to my with, moſt 
forte nitcly alone. Accoſt her as I deſired. 

Theo. Ficigh ! (cighing) I could be very melancholy 
now; but that indeed is no wonder in my preſent 
fatuation. 


A COMIC or ERA. 37 


honour's beautiſul viſage, and ſend you a good huſband, 
and a great many of them. 
Theo. A very comfortable wiſh, upon my word ; who 
are you, child ? pee Pl 
Fan. A ipſey, an' you, that goes about 
begging dow charitable gentlemen and ladies—lf you 
have ere a coal or bit of whiting in your pocket, III 
write you the firſt letter of your 
how many huſbands you will have, and how many 
children, my lady ; or, if you will let me look at your 
line of life, Vl tell you whether it will be long or 
Theo. Ont as for that, Ik already—my 
o. Oh! as for „I know it life 
will be miſerable moſt certainly; and, as you cannot 
tell me — 9 8 fortune, TIl hear none. Go about 
buſine . 
"= Stay, madam, ſtay (Pretending to li 


{ you 

Theo. Pho, pho, I have loſt nothing. 
Mer. Yes, that paper, lady ; you dropt it as 
got up from the chair: we are poor but honeſt. Fan, 
give it to her honour. 
Theo A letter with my addreſs? (Takes the 


and reads) Dear Theodoſia! Though the fight of 
% me was fo diſagreeable to you, that you ged 
% me never to approach you more, I hope my hand- 


«« writing can have nothing to fiighten or diſguſt you. 
Jam not far off, and the perſon who delivers you 
« this, can give you intelligence.” — Come hither, 
child ; Do you know any thing of the gentleman that 
wrote this ? 

Fan. My lady— 

Theo. Make haſte, run this moment, bring me to 
him, bring him to me; fay ] wait with impatience ; 
rell him I will go, fly any where— 

Mer. My life, my charmer ! 

Theo. oh, Heavens !-—-Mr. Mervin! 


t's name 
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SCENE VI. 


Tazoposrta, Mzexvin, Six Harry, Lapy Syca- 
MORE, Fax Nr, GirsiEs. 


La. He. Sir Harry, don't walk ſo faſt, we are not 
running for a wager. 

Sir Har. Hough, hough, hough. 

La. He. Hey day, you have got a cough ; I ſhall have 
you laid up upon my hands preſently 

Sir Har. No, no, my lady, tis only the old affair. 

La. He. Come here, and let me tye this handkerchief 
about your neck ; you have put yourſelf into a muck- 
ſweat already (Ties a handkerchief abovt his neck) Have 
you taken your Bardana this mot ning * I warrant you 
no now, though you have bcen complaining of twitches 
two or three times; and you know the gouty ſeaſon is 
coming on. Why will you be fo neglectful of your 
heal -h, Sir Harry ?—I proteſt I am forced to watch you 
like an infant. 

Sir 3 love) takes care of me, and I am o- 

to 
S c. Well, but you ought to mind me then, ſince 
you are ſatisfied I never ſpeak but tor your good. I 
thought, Mifs Sycamore, you were to have followed 
your papa and me into the garden.—How far did you 
go with that wench ? 

Theo They are gypſies, madam, they fay. Indeed 
I don't know what they are. 

La. Syc. I wiſh, miſs, you would learn to give a ra- 
tional anſwer — 

Sir Har. Eh! What's that? Gipſies! Have we gip- 
fies here ? Vagrants, that pretend to a knowledge of 
future events; diviners ; fortune-tellers ? 

Fan. Yes, your worſhip ; we'll tell your fortune, or 
her ladyſhip's, for a crum of bread, or a little broken 
victuals, what you throw to your dogs, an pleaſe you. 

Sir Har. Broken victuals, huſſy! How do you think 
we ſhould have broken victuals ? If we were at home, 
indeed, perhaps you might get ſome ſuch thing 7 
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the cook ; but here we are only on a viſit to a friend's 
houſe, and have nothing to do with the kitchen at all. 

La. Syc. And do you think, Sir Harry, it is neceſſary 
to give the creature an account. 

Sir Hay. No, love, no; but what can you fay to 
obſtinate people ?—Get you gone, bold face—I once 
knew a merchant's wife in the city, my lady, who had 
her fortune told by ſome of thoſe gipſies. ſaid 
the ſhould die at ſuch a time; and I warrant, as fure as 
the day came, the poor gentlewoman actually died with 
the conceit—Come, Doſſy, your mama and I are going 
to _ a walk—My lady, will you have hold of my 


arm 

La. Syc. No, Sir Harry, I chooſe to go by myſelf. 

Mer. Now, love, aſſiſt me (Turning to the gipfies) 
Follow, and take all your cues from me.—Nay, but 
good lady and gentleman, you won't go without re- 
membering the poor gipſies? 

Sir Har. Hey! here is all the gang after us. 

Gip. Pray, your noble honour. 

La. He. Come back into the garden, we ſhall be co- 
vered with vermin. | 

Gip. Out of the bowels of your commiſeration. 

La. He. They preſs upon us more and more; yet 
that girl has no mind to leave them ; I ſhall ſwoon 
away. 


Sir Har. Don't be frighten'd, my lady ; let me ad- 
Vance. 
A I R. 


You vile pack of vagabonds, what do ye mean? 
Tl maul you, raſcallions, 
Te tai ter-demallions — 
If one of them comes within reach of my care. 
Su.h curſed aſſurance, 
"Tis peſt all endurance. 
Nay, nay, pray come away. 
They're lyars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions 
Will find them but fiftions, 
A bubble that always decei ves. 
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SCENE VIIL 


Mexvisx, Tazopos, Faxxy, Grestes. 


Fanny. Oh! mercy, dear, —The gentleman is fo 
bold, tis well if he does not bring us into trouble. 
Who knows but this may be a juſtice of peace ; and 

ſee, he's following them into the garden. 

1ft Gipſcy. Well, tis all your ſecking, Fan. 

Fan. We ſhall have warrants to take us up, I'll be 
hang'd elſe. We had better run away, the ſervants 
will come out with ſticks to lick us. 

- Gn ill fortune—( - xg gy with 
gipfies) 's gone, and, perhaps, not have 
another opportunity—And you, ye blundering block- 
heads, I won't give you a ha}fpenny—Why did you not 
clap to the garden-door, when I called to you, before 
the young lady got in? The key was on the out-fide, 
which would have given me ſome time for an expla- 
nation. 

24 Gip. An pleaſe your honour, I was dubus. 

Mer. Dubus ! plague choak ever, it is ſome 
ſatisſaction that I have been able to let her ſee me, 
and know where I am—(Turning to the gipſies, who 


ee gone, all of you, about your 
neſs. 


Theo. Diſappeared, fled !—(Theodofia appears in the 
pavilion) Oh, how unlucky this is ! Could he not have 
patience to wait a moment. 

Mer. I know not what to reſolve on. 

4 

Mer. I'll go back to 
Thee. Mr * Mervin ! 

Mer. What do I fee !' Tis ſhe, tis ſhe herſelf! Oh, 
Theodofa |—Shall 1 climb the wall, and come up ts 


NT bee. No; ſpeak ſoftly, Sit Harry and my ſit 
below at the end of the walk. How much am I obli 
to you for taking this trouble ! 

Mer. When their happineſs is at ſtake, what is it 
men will not attempt ? Say but you love me. my 
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Theo. What proof would you have me give you? I 
r 
wit 

Mer. Are you? Would to Heaven I had brought a 
carriage! 

Theo. How did you come? Have you not horſes ? 

Mer. No, there's another misfortune; to avoid ſuſ- 
picion, there being but one little public-houſe in the 
village, 1 diſpatched my fervant with them, about an 
hour ago, to wait for me at a town twelve miles diſtant, 
whither I pretended to go allo ; but alighting a mile off, 
I equipt myſelf, and came back as you fee ; neither can 
we, nearer than this town, get a poſt-chaiſe. 

Theo. You ſay you have made a confidant of the 
miller's ſon: return to your place of rendezvous ; my 
father has been aſked this moment, by Lord Aim- 
worth, who is in the garden, to take a walk with him 
dovrn to the mill: they will go before dinner, and it 
ſhall be hard if I cannot contrive to be one of the 
company. 8 
Mer. And what then? 

Theo. Why, in the mean time, you may deviſe ſome 
method to carry me from hence; and take care 


you ſhall have an opportunity of communicating it to 
me. 
Mer. Well, but dear Theodoſia 


A I R. 
Theo, „ bift! I hear my mother call! 
9 A. be gone, 
Well meet anon ——— 
Catch this, and thig— 
Blow me a kiſs, 
In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all. 
Farewell !—and yet a moment flay, 
Something befide I have to ſay : 
Well, "tis fe 1 
No matter what. 
Lowe grant us grace, 
2 = mills the place. 
calls again, I muſt away. 
F SCENE 
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SCENE 1X. 


Mexvin, Fax xv. 
Fan. Pleaſe honour, you were ſo kind as to 


ſay, you remember my fellow-travellers for 
their trouble, they think I have gotten the money. 

Mer. "ty . give them this (Gives her money) 
And for my little Sy you have brought 


buſineſs, that I muſt— 


me ſo - @ a x _ rough m 
d! Mertin kifſes her ) 


Fan. Oh, ! your 
Pray don't—kiſs me again. 
Again, and again—There's a thought come into 
my head. Theodoſia will certainly have no objection 
to on a dreſs of the ſiſter of mine. So, and ſo 
only, we may eſcape to night. This girl, for a litile 
money, will provide us with neceffarics— 
Fan. Dear, ! I warrant you now I am as red 
tticoat. Why would you royſter and towzel 


wee Ol Rajph ws to ſee you, he'd be as jealous 


guinea for thee. 
Fan. = guinea ? 
Mer. Yes; and nne 


defire thee, thou thalt have twenty. 
Fan. Ay, but not all 
Mer. As as that 1s. 


I though, if I does as bids me ? 
Mer. You ſhall. 428 


Fan. Precious heart! He's a ſweet gentleman! Ecod, 
I have a mind— 


thinking about, not 1 


y guineas ! 


ha !—T 


Mer, 
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Mer. Stay here a little, to ſee that all 


keeps quiet. 
You'll find me preſently at the mill, where we'll calk 
farther. a * . | 


Yes, tis decreed, thou maid divine, 
I muſt, I will, poſſeſs thee. 
Oh, what delight within my arms to preſs thee ! 
To hiſs and call thee mine ! 
Let me this only bliſs enjoy, 
That neer can waſte, that neer can cloy, 


All uber pleaſures I refign. 
Stand fulls Bald” 


Let Fortune ſmile or frown ; 
Love will atiend us, 


. „ mayhap I do—and mayhap I may have 
N 
al. y any un- 
civil? od, BN oy © Gant 60 than 66 ae 6 
Fan. He offer—no—he's a gentleman every inch of 
bim; but you are ſenſible, Ralph, you have been pro- 
miſing me a great while, this, and that, and t 


ang when all comes to all, I don't ſee but you are like 
the reſt of them. | 


Rat. 
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Ral. Why what is it I have iſed ? 

Fan. To marry me in 3 
dred times. 
Kal. Well, and mayhap I will; if you'll have pa- 
tence. 
Fan Patience me no patience, you may do it now if 


you pleaſe. 

Ral. Well, but fu I don't pleaſe; I tell you, 
Fan, you're a fool, and want to quarrel with your bread 
. ow from feyther already, 

you 


Fan. With all my heart then; and now I know your 
7 


your mill and your 
drudgery, I don't think worthy to wi ſhoes, 
— you y to wipe my 


Ral. 


but, Fan, keep a civil in your head 
Pap Sq putt yur y bites all of a 


clothes, and take one to ſee the ſhow, and put money 
in one's | 


Ral. Whu, whu (whifling, be bits him a flap in the 
face) what's that for ? ; 

Fan. 3 Do you think I 
am a 
Ral r from me, Fan, if I have not a mind to 
give you with this ſwitch in my hand here, as good a 


Fan Touch me if you dare, touch me; and Pl 
t fwear my life againſt you. 

Kal. A murrain! with her damn'd little fiſt, as hard 
as ſhe could draw. | 


Fan. Well, it's good enough for you ; I'm not necek. 
a 
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ated to take up with the impurence of ſuch a low-liv* 
monkey as — are—A gentleman's my friend, and 
can have twenty guineas in my hand, all as good ge 


is. 
Ral. Belike from this Londoner, eh? 
Fan. Yes, from him—ſo you may take your prom 
of marriage, I don't value it that (/pits) and if 
ſpeak to me, I'll Nap your chops again. 


A I R. 


Lord, Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy, 
But I the refuſal can bear ; 

I warrant I ball not run crazy, 
Nor die, in a fit of deſpair. 


If fo you ſuppoſe you're miſtaken, 
For, Sir, for to let you to know ; 
Fu not ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I have two firings to my bow. 


SCENE XL 


RaLen. 
Indeed! now Fl be judg d by any foul living in 
world, Ae inked on, bo iece of treachery 
this here ; there is no ſuch thing as a true frag 
upon the face of the globe, and ſo I have faid a 
dred times! a couple of baſe deceitful—after all 
love and kindneſs ſhewn. Well, I'll be revenged, 
an I ben't—Mafter Marvint, that's his name, an he 
not ſham it; he has come here and diſguiſed ual 
whereof tis contrary to law ſo to do; beſides, 1 
partly know why he did it; and Pll a out the 
conjuration, and go up to the caſtle and tell every 
ble ; a ſhan't carry a wench from me, were he 
times the mon he is; and twenty times to that ag 
and moreover than ſo, the firſt time I meet un, Pll H 
un down, tho'f twas before my lord himſelf; 
may capias me for it afterwards, an he wull— 


A 
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in ſuch a paſſion, but let em take care on't, 
e g= the 2 


Pm 
Or 


poo ne Ln 
But now fence I ate 
TA with bin turn 2 


if I peedily ſerve em @ trick, 
Sal mee ek yl 1 


SCENE XII. 


to a room in the Mill; two chairs with a 
table, and a tankard of beer. 


FarxrieLD, Giles. 
ſhort, farmer, I don't know what to ſay to 
ts her all I can; but 1 think 


. ſer in caſe I don't ſuit ber a, 
e 2 I have put that to her 
| t, put to 3 
the ſtory is, ſhe has no inclination to marry any 
all ſhe deſires, is, to ſtay at home and take care 


. Maſter Fairfield—here's towards your good 
bf. Thank thee, friend Giles—and bere's towards 
L . 
ITE. Giles. 
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Giles. Why w9 be fan, dhe A Lan gee 
leſs obli to z but as to matter, 
had I married, i enls noe have barn for the tucer of 
gain; but if I do like a git irl, do you fee, I do like her ; 
S take her, ving reſpect, if the had not a 

ond 

— Well faid—where love is, with a little induC- 

r couple to be afraid of? and by 
the lord Harry, obey A —— 
ing we our matters to 
wi 4-4 friend Giles! mung 

Giles. y that's what 1 have been thinking with 
myſelf, maſter Fairfield. 

Fairf. Come then, mend thy draught—deuce take me, 
NS SD But in any caſe don't you go to 
ma 


Giles. Uneaſy, maſter Fairfield ! what good would 


that do ? For ſarten, ſeeing how things were, I ſhould 


have been very glad had accord but if 
they change, hd they dl ym actor = wh 


A I R. 


Zooks ! why fbould I fit fit down and grieve ? 


No caſe ſo ſail, there may' nt be had, 
med cine to relieve. 


Here's what maſters all diſaſters : 
With a cup of nut-brown beer, 
Thus my drooping t s I cheer : 

If one pretty damſel fail me, 

From another I may find, 
Return more hind ; 

What a murrain then ſbould ail me ? 
All girls are not '@ mind. 

He's a 2541 that s for a toy, 

So here's to thee, honeſt boy. 


SCENE XIII 


Rab 1 Arn 

a is lordſhip's honour—you 
are come into a litter'd place, my noble fir—the arm 
Chair 
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chair here—will it pleaſe honour to ſe 
TT © — 
1 e s no occaſion for 
ither— want to ſpeak a few words to you, and 
have company waiting for me without. wm 

Fairf. Without—won't their honours favour my poor 
hcvel fo far 

L. Aim. No, Miller, let them ſtay where they are—I 
find you are about marrying your daughter] know the 
eee for her, and am ſatisſied 
that nothing but her ſudden death, could have prevent- 
her leaving her a handſome proviſion. 

Fair. Dear my lord, your noble mother, you, and 
ny have heap'd favours on favours, on 
my poor Cat 

L. Aim. Whatever has been done for her ſhe has fully 
merited——— 
 Fairf. Why to be ſure, my lord, the is a very good 
BY. lin. Poor obs man—but thoſe are tears of ſatiſ- 
faction—here, maſter Fairfield, to bring matters to a 
ſhor concluſion, here is a bill of a thoubnd pounds.— 
13 

it. 

Fair f. A thouſand pound, my lord! pray excuſe me; 
42. worthy fir, too — has been done already, 
and we have no pretenſions. 

L. Aim. I inſiſt upon your taking it Put it up, and 
ſay no more. 

Fairf. Well, my lord, if it muſt be ſo; but indeed, 
indeed 

L. Aim. In this I only fulfil what I am fatisfied would 
pleaſe my mother. As to myſelf, I ſhall take upon me 
all the expences of Patty's wedding, and have already 
1 _ 

Fair,. 3, Sir, are too good, too generous; 

I fear ata of your 
kind intentions, unleſs you will condeſcend to ſpeak a 
little to Patty. 

L. Aim. How ſpeak ! 

Fair. Why, my lord, I thought we had pretty well 
ordercd all things concerning this marriage, but all on 
a ſudden, 
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a ſudden, the girl has taken it into her head, not to 
have the farmer, and declares ſhe will never marry at 
— 2 — 1 great reſpect to 
t u' but commands 
2 — I dy ſure he'll do it 
L. Aim. Who, I lay my commands on her? 
Fairf. Yes, pray, my lord, do; Fl ſend her in to you. 
L. Aim. Maſter Fairfield ! What can be the meaning 
of this ? refuſe to marry the farmer ! How, why? My 
heart is thrown in an agitation, while every ſtep I take 
ſerves but to lead me into new iti 
Fairf. She's coming, my lord, I faid you were here ; 
you will tell her, you infiſt upon the 
going forward ; tell her you inſiſt upon it, my 
lord, and ſpeak a little angrily to her. 


SCENE XIV. 


Lord AruworTH, Parrv. 


— 


f 
1 nm 

HE þ 11 1 I Fat 
j | 170 of THR 
| Hl : 105 113 1 1 i 
| 15510 1 
gi 111 
lil 
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L. Aim. Patty, we are both unfortunate; for my 
own part, I know not what to ſay to you, or what to 


PL. Thes, my 


yet while I honoured with a 
me not ſo inſenſible of ſo high a 


wn | y — — 
III 1? tell me, 
To deſerve your meaneſft care? | 


Cai 's r 
r 


But reſęa d at diflance, 
Offer wows for your repoſe. 


SCENE XV. 


Lord AruworTnH, PatTr, Sir Hazxy Sycanuore, 
Tut o0D0$1a, Giles. 


| Sir Har. No juſtice of peace, no bailiffs, no head- 
borough ! Why gyphes are A 
2 country, 
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to. 

L. Aim. What's the matter, Sir Harry ? 

p 4 Hes - The matter, my lord ; while I was examin- 
ing the conſtruQon of the mill without, for I have 


' ſome ſmall notion of mechanics, Miſs 8 had 


your lordſhip's ear. 
Theo. Well, I do like this gypſey ſcheme prodigjouſly 


＋ 12 it into execution as happily as we 


tis is only « call on pufre—wil at home 
after dinner ? * 


Pat. Certainly, Madam, whenevet you condeſcend 
to honour me ſo far ; but it is what I cannot expeQ. 


not to be out of the way. 
Silas. Your ſervant, Miſs Patty. 
Pat. Farmer, your ſervant. 


Sir Har. Here you, goodman delver, I have done one your 


country, as rats were in the iſland where Whittington 
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3 his lord nag orb 


Te gon th ade goofs dns 
Theo. | fel Janthing ber 


SirHar. a will you mind when you're ſpoke to, or 


I fland in waiting, 
Mt 1 eker, - 


Thx, } May every felicity fall in your lot? 


t bow wretched ! how fir d am T! 


All. How 
2 s tbedient ; your ſe ; goed by. 


Tour lor 


Exo or Tug sI ACT. 


C 3 
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8 RES Þ - WM" 


The Lawn before Lord Araworta's houſe. 


Enter Lord Alu wonru, Sir Har, Lady Sycamores, 
and Raien. 


L. He. Nei 
ing of ſuch a race as mine, and having 


ſuch an example as I before her. 
L. Aim. 1 SHO, yon wi £08 your- 
ſelf; are here, that a gentleman lately arrived 
u, has been about place to-day ; that 
gui i came hither, and 
are 
miſtake in all 
the 
we knee 
ſhe 
L. He. Sir Harry, my dear, 


word, when 


can hardly ſupport myſelf. 
L. Aim. The grackeman it ſeems is at a little inn at 
the bottom of the hill. 


Sir Har. 1 wiſh it was poſſible to have a file of 
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lietle leſs violence in this matter, I beſeech you. We 
ſhould firſt ſee the young lady—Where is Miſs Syca- 
Realty, lord, I don't know ; I ſaw her 
L. He. wy t $ go 
into the garden about a quarter of an hour ago, from 
_—O—__ the garden ! perhaps, the has 
ir to got an 
inkling of our being informed of this affair 3 and is 
= to throw herfalf i into the pond. Deſpair, my 
d, makes girls do terrible things. "Twas but the 
Wedneſday ies we hoſt Londan, that I * taken 
out of Roſamond's pond in St. James's Par k, as likely 
2 3 
eyes on; in a new calimancoe petticoat, a 
filver buckles in her ſhoes. abit 
L. Aim. I hope there is no danger of any ſuch fatal 
1 * 


fir Harry ? 
rely, my lord 


Sir Har. Su 
L. Aim. Will you commit the whole direction of this 


affair to my e? 
Sir Har. My you hear what his lc: ſhip ſays. 


nen 


don't know what to anſwer ; the fault of my daugh- 


L. Aim. Don't mention it, madam ; the fault has 
been mine ; who have been . the occaſion of 


lady's tranſgreſſing a poiat of and deco- 
rum, which, otherwiſe, 16. 15 would — A violated. 


will walk in and repoſe 
on | age ©» fouls every thing to the raged 
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harſes in all England, (but that he did only now and 
opp dy en 
that e x were or ing but to bri 
_ C6 diſturbance. 

L. Aim. ies were very little oblig'd to your 
anceſtor, fir Harry ; but for my part, I have a more 
11 

Sir Hur. You are in the wrong, my lord ; with fub- 

miſhon, you are really in the wrong. 


A I R. 
To ſpeak my mind, of womankind, 


In one word "tis 3 
vo 4 
Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they aur li ves: 


Wanton, , cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat, and give men pain. 


« betr „ day and night, 
2 ef, their delight ; 
we ſbeuld prevent, 
7 
They quickly turn about, 


SCENE IL 


Loxd AruworTH, FarnernL®, RaLten. 


FE... nnen 
NES 
have done ing but what” 
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bounty, to me and my daughter, this morning : and, 
moſt humbly to intreat your lordſhip, to receive it at 
our 
L. Aim. Ay—why what's the matter? 
Fairf. I don't know, my lord; it ſeems your 
fity to my poor girl, has been noiſed about the 
bourhood ; and evil minded people have put it 
into — * man's head, that was to marry her, that 
you would never have made her a preſent ſo much 
above ber deſerts, and expectations, if it had not been 
upon ſome naughty account : now, my lord, I ama 
man, tis true, and a mean one; but I and my 
ther, and my father's father, have liv'd tenants upon 
E eſtate, where we have always been 
for honeſt men ; and it ſhall never be faid, that 
Fairheld, the miller, became rich in his old days by the 
wages of his child's ſhame. 
Aim. Why then, maſter Fairfield, do you be- 


Fairf. No, my lord, no, Heaven forbid; bo when | 
I conſider the ſum, ren 


re is a young man in the 
ſome influence over, and 1 
ſqueamiſh. 
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Fairf. To be ſure, my lord, ha in all honeit 


* 


8 


Go then, immediately, and bring Patty 
ſhall not be eaſy ll 1 have you entire 

But, ta take a letter, which I am 
—_— Til order a chaiſe to 
that you 9 


= aw 
— 12 to Write 
2 may 


de got 
— 
A I R. 


Teach to ny grans HG 
Cd as 

EH motion keep in awe. 
tal / in tp woman gaing, 
wit the idol of my heart; 
i hile it beats, all 

With my life ? feuer part. - 


SCENE II. 


RaLen, Fanny. 


Fan. Ralph, Ralph! 

Ral. What do you want with me, ch? 

Fan. Lord, I never knowed fuch a man as you = 
fince I com'd into the world ; a body can't 
you, but you falls tways into a paſhon ; I follow'd 

up from the houſe, only you run fo, there was no 


ſuch a thing as overtaking you, and 1 have been wait- 
ing there at Fe fork Gao ever to bag 


Ral. Well, and now you may go and wait at the fore 
2 t 1 warn you and your 
18 about our mill any longer, 

conſtable after you, and 


for if you e 322 
you are ſuch a pack of thieves, one can't hang — 


as a rag to dry for you; — oher Gu tat 


'l 


27 


'l 


10 


catch flies, Jam an old waſp, and don't value them 2 
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couple of them came into our kitchen to beg a handful 
of dirty flour to make them cakes, and before the wench 
could turn about, had whipped off three braſs 
candleſticks and a 

Fan. Well, ſure it was 


be whipt from pariſh to pariſh as you uſed to be. 
Fan. —__ unkind ? 
Ral. And fee whet! 


ou know I 
am acquainted with all your tricks—and how you turn 
up the whites of your eyes, pretending you were ſtruck 
blind by thunder and lightning. 

Fan. Pray dont be angry, ph. 


Ral. Ves, but Iwill tho; vour cobwebs to 


button. 


. XIX 
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AIX. 


When you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good nature ; 
* 

mortal ! to s ber, 
In your boſom, warm, and preſs ber, 


and. fund, a 


Y once you find ber 
Lake and newer mind ber; 


Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 
SCENE IV. 


I wiſh, I had a 
what's come over me, I 
babe, a ſtraw would fling me down—he has a 
hard as any pariſh officer; I don't doubt now 
would ſtand by and fee me whipt himſelf; and we 
all be whipt, and all through my means—The 
run away with the gentleman, and his 
too, for leading me aftray; if I had 
would have taken it fo, I would have 
before I would have faid a word—but 
had no more gall than a pigeon. 


A I R. 


9! what a fimpleton was I, 

To make my bed at ſuch a rate ; 
New lay thee dewn, vain feol, and cry, 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 


215 


LEpe 


1 


1 


F 
1 
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No tears alack, 
Will call him back, 
No tender words bis heart allure ; 
. 
tongue, . pile — — 
Some plague bewitch'd me that's for ſure. 


SCENE V. 
| Changes to @ room in the Miller's houſe. 
Enter GiLes followed by Parry and Tucodo. 


A I R. 
Giles. Women's tongues are like mill clappers. 
And from thence they learn the knack, 


Why, what the $ the matter with you? What 
do ſcold at me for? Iam fure I did not fay an un- 
vi > nd PI be jodg d by the young 

at. Tis very well, farmer, all I defire is, that you 


will leave the houſe ; you ſee my father is not at home 


at preſent; when he is, if you have any thing to | 
you know where to come. _ 

Giles. Enough ſaid, I don't want to ſtay in the houſe 
not I; and I don't much care if I had never come into it. 


changing hands This morning ſhe would not 


Pat. Have you! Heav'ns and earth ; do you think 
then tis the miſſing of you that gives me concern? no; 
I would prefer a ſtate of 


a thouſand times, be- 
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Giles. O, as for that, I believes you, but you ſee the 
eon would not bite ; as | told you a bit agone 
, we farmers never love to reap what we don't ſow. 
Pat. You brutiſh fellow how dare you talk— 


Giles. So now ſhe's in her tantarums again, and all 
" B whe 12 ſeverely 

at. But be aſſured, my i 
for daring to make free with his name. "uy 

Giles, Who made free with it, did ever I mention 
my lord ? *tis a curied lie. 

Theo, Bleſs me! farmer ? 

Giles. Why, it is Miſs—and I'll make her prove 
words—then what does ſhe mean by being puniſhed? I 
am not afraid of body, nor beholdi 


Patty. Ob leave me in pity, the falſebood ] ſcorn, 
For y t | Ft an crea defies ; 
But rudeneſs, and inſult, are not to be borne, 
Tho offer d by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 


Of woman defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, 


Paſs ever ſo cautious, ſo blameleſs ber ay; 
Ill nature, and envy, lurk in wait, 
And innocence falls to their a prey. 


SCENE VL 


Mezvin, Tuztopos:a. 


Theo. You are a pretty gentleman, are not you, to 
ſuffer a lady to be at a rendezvous before you ? 

Mer. Difficultie:, my dear, and dangers—None of the 
company had two ſuits of apparel, ſo I was obliged to 
purchaſe a rag of one, and a tatter from another ; at the 


expence 
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, ? 

Mer. Here, in this bundle—and tho' I fay it, a very 

decent habiliment, if you have art to ſtick the 
: I coaſt way 


ſo, Pll take care no body ſhall interrupt 
progreſs of metamorphoſis s in 


here ; tho 


I live, they are a great deal better than I 


Mer. Imagine hoy nay” „and confider it is your 
wedding fuit.—Come, how far are you got? 


Theo. — you don't conſ der 
Vance nece e 
below d, with a witneſs; alas! alas! it has no ſtrings z 
what ſhall I do? come, no matter, a couple of pins 
will ſerve—And now the mercy! here's a 
r 
throu 

Mer. That you'll hide with your ſtraw hat, or if you 
ſhouid not—What, not ready yet? 

Theo. Only one minute more—Yes, now the work's 
accomplith'd. 


A I R. 


Who'll buy good luci, who'll buy, who'll buy ? 
The gypſey's favour, here am I! 
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I warrant well content you all. 
SCENE VIL 


Mexvin, Tusobosta, Farrrittd, Gilss. 


Mer. Miller, let me ſpeak with 
Theo. What ill fortune is this ! __ 
Giles. IIl fortune—Meſs! I think there be nothing 


but croſſes, and misfortunes of one kind or other. 
Fairf. M to me, fir! not for the world; you 

want no fri but what you have al Lack a 

+ day, lack a day—ſce how luckily I came in: by what | 
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heard above at the caſtle, I believe you are the gentle- 
man I was defired to look for; and F'm charged to give 
you this, on the part of my lord Aimworth; look, fir, 
if the direction is not for you ? 

— hd Mr. Mervin,” — it is. th 

airf. my young lady ; they are ſecking , 
I warrant, high and low. $ you, dear Mils, go up 
to his lordihip's, you'll find friends there enow, and 
every thing fixed as you would have it—There is a 
_—_—— at the door to carry you—-T and my 


daughter take another way. 


frigh 
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Theo. I am entirely of your opinion; I ſwear this 
lord Aimworth is a charming man. I fancy, tis luck 
for you I had not been long enough acquainted wi 
him, to find out all his good qualities —But how the 
deuce came he to hear 

— . PIA 5 

rehend - hat ſay you, ſhall we to the ca 
Bes By all means; Ie to ſhe w 
what we were capable of doing, if my father and mo- 
ther had not come to teaſon —but, perhaps, the difh- 
culties being remov'd, may leſſen your penchant: You 
men, are ſuch unaccountable mortals Do you love 


of it? 
Mer. Do I love you 
Theo. err ? 
Mer. Why do you aſk me 
Who the — beach,” 
o > | 
ä 
Or diſtinctly rechon each, 
Tranſparent orb that fluds the y? 
As their multitude betray, 


And fruftrate all attempts to tell ; 


So "tis 1 le to ſay, 
| Re I love ſo well. 


SCENE N. 
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the butler; and he's a matter of ſixty 
69g F pur 


old. Ill be thor if it bean't little Bob.—Icod, 

the way to the caſtle as well as the reſt; for I'd fain 
ſee how the nail do drive. It is well ] had wit enough 
to diſcern things, and a friend to adviſe with, or elte 
ſhe would have fallen to my lot—but 1 have got a ſur- 
feit of c and burn me, it I won't live 


ourting, 
ae $-h when all comes to all, I fee nothing 


but ill blood and quarrels, among folks, when they be 
mariied. 


Then hey 4274 — life ! 
2 


— pleaſures are * 4 
And me 2277777 ; _” 


on it, men are 


To run after noiſe and frife. 


would air 3 
Dos 1 cuckold, 


And boys pointing cry'4—Look there. 
SCENE X. 


_=_ —— | 


ſaying any more. 
lord, you need not ſay any more to us, 
content. 
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En 


hs Ft 3 = _ 


Y 


7 


there is but one perſon I can 
for your ſake, he was more de- 


with 


þ x 


— Sir ! 


offer 


lord ! did I hear 


! Patty! my 
a Child of mine! 
old man, in me 


behold 
2 


ha 
to ſet ber merĩt in 


1 — 
who has 
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| Ral. Down on your knees, and fall a crying. 
Pat. Yet, fir, as my father conſider your noble 
friends, your relations—it not, cannot be 
ate, I here ene ——— — 
henceforth, I have none ill not ; 
and I am fure, when become ith 
perfections, thoſe, w I moſt eſteem, 
will rather admire the juſtice of my choice, than won- 


der at its fingularity. 
AIX. * 
\ L. Aim. My life, my joy, my bleſſing, 
In thee each grace poſſeſſing, 
All muſt my choice approve 
Patty. To you my all is owing, 
O take a beart & ng, 
With gratitude and love 
L. Aim. | Thus infolding, 
Tany. r 
Both. One 10 my foul fo dear ; 
* Can there be pleaſure greater,” 
Can there be bliſs compleater, 
"SCENE XL 
Enter Six Hav, Lady Sycamore, Troposia, 
Mz xzvin. | 
| Sir Hay. Well, we have followed your lordſhip's 


counſel, and made the beſt of a bad market——So, my 
lord, pleaſe to know our ſon-in-law, that is to be. 

L. Aim. You do me a deal of honour, I wiſh 
you joy, Sir, with all my And now, Sir Harry, 
give me leave to. introduce to you a new relation of 
1 mine This, Sir, is ſhortly to be my wife. 

Sir Har. My lord ! a 
L. He. Your lordſhip's wife ! 
Aim. Yes, Madam. 


lie 1 5 
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SCENE Xl. 


Lord AruworTtn, Sir Harry, Lady Sycamors, 


Parry, TrtoDosia, Mavi, Faixritilo, 
Ralrn, GiLEs. 


Giles. Odds bobs, where am I running—I beg par- 
don, for my audacity. 

Ralph. ny 2 come back man, come back— 
Sure, my lord's to marry ſiſter himſelf; feyther's 
to have a fine houſe, and I'm to be a captain. 

L. Aim. Ho, Joy dogs I y walk in; here is a 
lady, who, I dare ſwear, will be glad to fee you, and 
give coders the you Gall brare always be made welcome. 

you' 


M.. Yes, l always be welcome in the 
itchen. 

L. Aim. What, I ſay to your old 

—_— 


nay, a kiſs, I 86, Iba 0 upon 2 
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 
L. Aim. Fye, maſter Giles, don't look ſo ſheepiſh ; 

you and I were rivals, but not leſs friends than at 

ſent. You have aQed in this affair like an honeſt Eng- 
liſnman, who ſcorn'd even the ſhadow of diſhonour 

and thou r 


72 THE MAID OF THE MILL 


Theo. Eas'd of doubts, and fears 


What new j ot 


Sir Har. an but this is wond'rous pretty, 


Patty. 


f And I mingle in the di 


each a round-de- 


round-de-lay ; 


The” I ſcarce know what to ſay. 
There's a daughter, briſk, and witty, 


7. s, were a pity, 
22 


My example is a rave one, 
But the cauſe may be divin'd ; 


Women want not one 

Xr 
Bright in perſon, in mind ; 

d at, fligbted, circumvented, 


To, K: Z 


. 
unreſented, 
en them meet ; 


222 


E ND F te OPERA. 


8 can wiſely ſway ; FAS 
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